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I checked my watch for the third time in as many minutes, the Swiss precision timepiece confirming what I already knew—I was exactly fifteen minutes early. Old military habits die hard. The sleek SynergySec lobby hummed with the quiet efficiency of a Monday morning, security guards nodding recognition as I shifted my overnight bag from one hand to the other.

My reflection in the polished marble floor looked steady enough, but inside, my stomach performed acrobatics worthy of Lucy's gymnastics background. The Kingsley presentation materials in my briefcase were meticulously prepared, each slide reviewed countless times, every security protocol outlined with mathematical precision. Yet somehow, those weren't the source of my anxiety.

Three days and two nights at the Riverfront Hotel. With Victoria.

I straightened my tie, grateful that no one could see the heat rising beneath my collar at the thought. We'd shared intense moments in her office after hours, in my apartment during the "remote work experiment" a month prior, even with Luna joining us in a tangle of limbs and shared submission. But we'd never spent an entire night together so close.

The elevator chimed, drawing my attention, though I knew it was too early for Victoria. She operated with the same precision I did, which meant she would appear exactly on time—not a minute before or after. Still, I couldn't help the small surge of disappointment when a group of marketing associates emerged instead.

I pictured the hotel room reservation confirmation: "Adjoining rooms with connecting door available upon request." Victoria had made the arrangements herself, a detail that hadn't escaped my notice. The implication of that connecting door had kept me awake far later than advisable before a major presentation.

My phone buzzed with a message from the Kingsley implementation team, a last-minute question about firewall protocols. I welcomed the distraction, fingers flying across the screen with professional confidence that stood in stark contrast to my personal uncertainty. 

The elevator chimed again, and this time my body responded before my brain could catch up—a Pavlovian reaction that had developed over these past months. I didn't need to look to know it was her; the subtle shift in the lobby's energy told me everything.

Victoria stepped out with characteristic precision, her navy power suit tailored to perfection, accentuating curves that I'd traced with trembling hands in darkened offices. Her carry-on wheeled silently behind her across the marble floor, the soft click of her heels marking her approach like a countdown to detonation.

"Good morning, Mr. Morrison," she said, her voice carrying just far enough to reach me without broadcasting to the entire lobby. "I see military punctuality remains your signature."

My mouth went dry as her piercing blue eyes locked onto mine. Fuck. Even here, surrounded by security guards and early-arriving employees, my cock twitched to attention like a soldier called to parade rest.

"Ms. Fairchild," I managed, my voice steadier than I felt. "The car service is confirmed for 8:15."

She nodded, professional and poised, nothing in her demeanor betraying that less than seventy-two hours ago, she'd had me on my knees in her office, begging for release. Yet something in her gaze—a slight narrowing of those impossibly blue eyes, the ghost of a smile playing at the corner of her painted lips—carried an unspoken promise that made my collar feel suddenly tight.

"Excellent," she replied, checking her watch. "That gives us exactly seven minutes to review any last-minute concerns." She gestured toward the seating area, and I followed, painfully aware of how my body responded to her proximity—like a compass finding true north.

The company car slid into traffic, its tinted windows creating a private bubble around us as the driver navigated the morning rush hour with ease. Victoria opened her tablet, the blue glow illuminating her face as she scrolled through our itinerary.

"Kingsley's CFO added himself to our first meeting," she said, her voice all business. "He's particularly concerned about data integrity and redundancy features."

I nodded, making a mental note to emphasize those sections. "I've expanded that portion of the presentation. The asymmetric response mechanism should address his concerns."

Victoria crossed her legs, the whisper of silk against silk momentarily derailing my train of thought. The hem of her skirt rode up just enough to reveal the lace tops of her stockings before she smoothly adjusted it.

"Good," she continued, seemingly oblivious to my distraction. "We have the main presentation at two, followed by breakout sessions with their security team." She emphasized this point by uncrossing her legs and recrossing them in the opposite direction, the movement deliberate and hypnotic.

I swallowed hard, forcing my attention back to my notes. "I've prepared additional technical documentation for the implementation team. They'll want specifics on the authentication vulnerabilities."

"Excellent." Her thigh shifted slightly closer to mine as the car took a corner. "Remember, with Kingsley's board members, we need to project absolute confidence. They're not just buying our security protocols—they're buying our authority."

The air between us felt charged despite the professional dialogue. Each time she leaned toward me to indicate something on the schedule, her perfume—sandalwood and amber—invaded my senses, triggering memories of her office after hours.

"The hotel has confirmed our rooms on the executive floor," she mentioned, her tone unchanged but her eyes briefly meeting mine. "We'll have time to settle in before the welcome reception at six."

Neither of us acknowledged what those adjoining rooms might mean. The question hovered, unspoken but palpable, as tangible as the silk stockings catching the morning light each time she shifted in her seat.

"I've studied the guest list," I offered, desperate to maintain professional composure despite the heat building under my collar. "I can brief you on key players during check-in."

Victoria nodded, a ghost of a smile playing at her lips as she turned back to her tablet. "I expect nothing less, Mr. Morrison."

The Riverfront Hotel rose before us in gleaming glass and steel, its curved front following the natural bend of the river like a lover's caress against the cityscape. As our car pulled under the spacious porte-cochère, I caught Victoria's subtle nod of approval—she expected excellence in all things, and this venue delivered.

Stepping into the two-story atrium, I was immediately struck by the dramatic water-inspired chandelier that cascaded from the ceiling, thousands of crystal droplets catching the light like a frozen waterfall. A subtle aquatic scent permeated the air, neither overwhelming nor artificial, but fresh and invigorating.

"Impressive," I murmured, more to myself than to Victoria.

"The Kingsley team has excellent taste," she replied, her voice low enough that only I could hear. "Their CFO personally selected this venue."

The click of Victoria's heels against the polished blue-veined marble floors echoed slightly as we approached the reception desk. I hung back a half-step, observing how the staff's attention sharpened the moment they registered her presence. It wasn't just her position or appearance—though both were commanding—but something more fundamental in how she carried herself. Power recognized power.
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